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Author's Notes: 
| chose the third floor lounge. (Blueprints: basement, Ist floor, 2nd floor, 3rd floor.) Also written for a prompt 
of \'biting\ and dedicated to feels_like_fire over on LJ. 


Ren TE E TE TE a 
Billie Joe Armstrong breathed a noisy sigh of relief as the door at the top of the stairs swung open to reveal.. 
"More fucking stairs?" 


A chuckle sounded behind him as he flopped down on yet another landing, head resting in his hands, elbows on 


the next, newly-discovered stair. You know, the one that wasn't supposed to be there. 


"Pussy. Look, there's the top. Just a few more and you can sit on some seriously luxurious couch or 


something and rest your ancient bones." 


"Fuck off, Dirnt. If I'm ancient, so are you, dude. Three months does not an age difference make." His stomach 
rumbled - or maybe sloshed, considering the amount of alcohol in it. "Don't let me drink so much if I'm gonna 
have to exercise like this." 

Billie wasn't truly exhausted, just slightly winded and a lot drunk. And maybe a bit whiny that after making 
their escape and deciding to go all the way to the top of Kirk's house, they hadn't gotten there yet. Six more 
fucking stairs but he couldn't quite motivate himself to get off the floor. 


Okay, maybe a lot whiny. Or petulant - petulant was a good word, especially since he could feel his bottom lip 
sticking out. 


"| didn't force it down your throat, Bill” Mike's clear amusement was not helping Billie's mood any. 


"Not this time," he sniped, and then a tide of red swept over his face as his brain went a different place 


altogether with that. 


"Um," Billie Joe blurted out and stopped, not knowing what to say after that. Instead he opted to crawl up one 
step and then halted with a whine. "Carry me?" 


Mike cracked up. "You lazy little fucker. No way! You drag your own sorry ass up there." A palm flattened 
against his backside and pushed; Billie pushed back, stubborn. Then reached a hand around to slap at the 


stinging sensation in his lower calf, only to have his wrist captured. 


At Mike's exasperated grunt, Billie twisted to look over his shoulder to see the bassists mouth fastened to his 
leg. "What the fuck? Why are you biting me, asshole?" 


Mike pulled off to reply, "Gotta do something to get you moving." 


"So you turned into an anklebifer?" Billie couldn't help but laugh, and something glittered in blue eyes right 
before Mike struck. 


Strong teeth closed on the fleshy part of Billie's thigh and he yelped. "Mike!" 


Mike's mouth moved, pinching his skin at short intervals, one thigh and then the other, then up over curved 
flesh. Billie let out a nervous giggle. 


"You're kissing my ass, Dirnt." 


Another giggle that sounded awfully close to a moan when Mike nuzzled him, that hooked nose pressing 
between his asscheeks. His jeans muffled Mike's reply but Billie still heard it, judging by the jolt in his cock. 


"Snot the first time. C'mon, Bill, up you go.” 


"Don't wanna," he whined, still stubborn and also curious now to see what else Mike might try. "Why'd this 
seem like a good idea again?" 


"Because we were trying to get out of the basement and the elevator was occupied. You're the one who 
decided that if we went right to the top floor of this massive place, that we might be able to escape the 
rampant PDF-ing." 


"The what?" He twisted to look back again. "PDA, | know. What's PDF?" 


"Public displays of fucking, dude. Now. This was your bright idea Are you gonna finish climbing the fucking 
stairs?" Mike's eyes gleamed with amusement and something more when he added, "Or am | gonna have to 


make you?" 


That look sent sparks dancing along Billie's spine. He arched slightly, smirking as a hint of satisfaction appeared 
in his bandmate's gaze even before Billie spoke, the words a clear dare. 


"Make me." 


He grunted at the sharp little pain where thigh met hip. Another sting a few inches higher, and then lower, 
Mike's teeth gripping hard even through Billie's worn jeans. 


When it felt like his entire backside had been lit on fire, prickles of heat emanating from everywhere those 
teeth had been, Mike nosed the crack of his ass again, pushing against him. A moan leaked out of Billie as his 


instructions were repeated. "Up you go." 


Dreamily, Mike's face pressing against him, nudging him in encouragement, Billie lifted one knee and then the 


other, crawling up the stairs in what felt like slow motion. 


When his hands reached the top stair - the actual floor, their ultimate destination the whole time - Billie 
stopped, knees still one step below, as he looked around The lounge area was deserted. Doors were scattered 
throughout the space, polished black surfaces gleaming in the ambient light. The furniture in the open area 
seemed plush - would probably be incredibly inviting if Billie's entire focus wasn't on what was behind him. 


"Mike," he whined, a very different sort of whine now, hips pushing back as his torso flattened onto the snowy 


carpet. 


A brief laugh and fingers replaced nose, rubbing the heavy denim seam against sensitive skin, pressing hard as 


if they planned to break right through the fabric to penetrate. 


"Is that more like it?" Mike whispered harshly before his teeth sank into Billie's back, just above his waistband, 


the moist heat of tongue and lips on bare skin making Billie shiver. 


"Fuuuuuck. He groaned as Mike nibbled all the way up his spine until the lanky bassist pressed the length of 


his body over Billie Joe's, biting at the back of Billie's neck. 

"You looking to join the PDF Club?" 

"Huh?" Billie's brain scrambled to keep up. "There's no one else up here." 
"There's the elevator, straight ahead on the right" 


"Which is already occupied by people who did not notice that the doors even opened. Or don't you remember 
that being why we took the damn stairs?" 


The slow, dirty grind of Mike's hips against him served as a reply and Billie whimpered. "Mi-ike." 


A kiss behind his ear, a muffled laugh and the pressure was gone, replaced by a rush of air as Mike swung 
Billie up into his arms with a grunt. "Jesus, for a shrimp you're no lightweight.” 


"What the fuck are you doing? Put me down" Billie jabbed at the chest hair peeking from Mike's shirt as Mike 


staggered to the nearest couch and collapsed, Billie still secured against him. 
"Did you or did you not ask to be carried?" 
"That was before you - you know." Billie waved a hand in place of finishing the sentence. 


Mike tilted his head, amused, gaze on the man in his lap. "Before | what? Teased you? Turned you on? Left you 
hanging?" 


"Yes," Billie grumped. 

"So really you wanted, what? Me to whip down your jeans and fuck you right there on the stairs? I'm taller 
enough than you that | could probably manage it. Or did you want fingers and tongue, Billie? Did you want me 
to rim and jerk you ‘til you shot off on this pretty white carpet?" 


Billie Joe squirmed, his face hot and his dick throbbing. "You are the world's biggest prick" As Mike opened his 
mouth to reply, he quickly clarified, "Note that | said are, not have" 


Mike grinned. "I'm gonna ignore that last part" He shifted Billie in his arms and then asked, far more seriously, 


"fe that what you want? | could probably be talked into it, if it is." 


Hazels regarded him, seeing that he was sincere, and also a little nervous, deeper than that lay the urge to 


please; and a different, stronger emotion lay under it all 


Billie curled a hand around the nape of Mike's neck, bringing his mouth down to meet his own for a sultry, 


languid kiss that tasted of mingled alcohol and rich food and just Mike. When the kiss ended, Billie made wicked 


promises with his smile. 


"Lets go home." 


